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his knowledge of Dickens to try to rouse Mm from his dour gloom, and never in the tiniest incident was he found in error. He did not care for the pathetic part of the great novelist's works, but every page of The Pickwick Papers and each joke of even the most subordinate character was known, enjoyed, and remembered.
One could not wish his wife to have been less unselfish or less eager in her gifts of affectionate service, but had she made more demands on what was best in his nature, or not permitted unkindness to go unrebuked, different results might have been produced. Who can tell ? But I think this belief was at the bottom of a quaint remark my husband made to many brides, " It is a wife's first duty to make her husband uncomfortable," leaving it where it was if no inquiry were made, but explaining to those who asked his meaning that the best wife was she who cared for the higher life of the dear one, which would probably result in making him uncomfortable. It would have been much better for old Mr. Barnett if people had had the courage to stand up to him, but no one did, except Canon Rawnsley, then an energetic public-spirited dancing hardworking laughter-loving curate at St. Barnabas', Bristol. He was devoted to Mrs. Barnett, who made him welcome at all hours of the day and night with a latchkey homeliness, One day at dessert Mr. Rawnsley had prepared an orange in an ingenious cuplike shape, and passed it round the table fof distribution and admiration.
" Ugh," grunted old Mr. Barnett, when it came to him, but too indolent to reach out his hand to pass it.
"Won't you have some, sir ? " asked Mr. Rawnsley.
" Ugh," was the only reply.
" Well, sir 1 put your bad temper in it and then pass it on," said Mr. Rawnsley, which so surprised his host that he obeyed! I delighted in the audacious guest and his brightly given Christian message, and I have delighted in him ever since.
Of Mr. Barnett's affection for his children I have no doubt, but he was content to allow it to be taken for granted, giving evidence of it only when illness threatened, or when their success aroused paternal pride. When I remember the old man's forbidding ways, and the frequent occasion of annoyance which he caused his family, I am moved by a discovery of his love for my husband. In a copy-book now lying before me, in his clear business hand is written out Ms son's first sermon, the date, February 9th, 1867,